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Bike 


Author's Notes: 
Don't take these too seriously. They're mostly cute little things | imagine Syd doing~ <3 Because he's a cutie~ 


I've got a bike.. 
Syd did indeed have a bike. It was his most prized possession 


You can ride it if you like 
It's got a basket.. 


Syd enjoyed putting things in the basket, even if they had no purpose being there. It made on feel like his little 
journeys were meaningful, as if he had a secret package disguised as a jar of peanut butter that he had to 
deliver to his secret lover (Roger) before it was too late! And the forces of evil were chasing after him and 
he had to pedal faster and hurry!..[t was all great fun, really. Syd had always had quite the imagination. He also 
liked trying to get Roger to sit in the basket, but no matter how hard he tried Roger never would play along 
with him. 


A bell that rings... 

Sometimes he would ride past people and ring the bell. It made the best sound-who didn't love the ringing of a 
bicycle's bell? Sometimes it made people laugh, and other times they got mad at him. He guessed it had scared 
them. 

And things to make it look good... 


Some streamers on the handlebars. Syd liked the way they moved about as he flew down a hill. It was a pretty 
sight, and they made a funny whooshing sound whenever they moved. 


A bike really didn't mean much in the grand scheme of things, but this didn't keep Mr. Barrett from loving his 
bicycle so much that he wrote a song about it. Roger thought it was one of Pink Floyd's best songs. 


Family 


Author's Notes: 
Don't take these too seriously. They're mostly cute little things | imagine Syd doing~ <3 Because he's a cutie~ 


Nothing in world did Syd want more than a family to call his own. He deeply loved the family he had come 
from, but there's nothing else like saying this was your family, that you made. He could marry Lib, one day, 
maybe. Have some kids. Hear the pitter-patter of small feet about the house. 


Syd adored babies, like most people did. There was a young couple nearby where he lived who had a very tiny, 
potato-like baby. She was a newborn, hardly a month old. Syd loved to hold her, and was surprised at how 
heavy she was. It must make you muscly, he thought, carting this around all day. He made it a point to look at 
the mother's arms and see if he was correct. 


What Syd wanted above all was to have a family with Roger, of course. And of course, that would never 


happen. But he could always imagine. 

Syd and Roger watching the stars at night. 

Syd and Roger making pancakes for breakfast. 

Syd and Roger writing songs in their pajamas all day. 

Syd and Roger quitting Pink Floyd and running away together, to explore the world 

Syd and Roger with a bouncing bundle of joy.. 

It was all very elaborate, albeit ridiculous. Something Syd had difficulty controlling-and not much desire to do 
so-was his imagination. All he wanted, what he thought of before he fell asleep, cold and utterly alone each 
night, was having Roger's arms wrapped around him. Knowing that he would not be alone waking up the next 
morning. In the darkest depths of despair, in the happiest of times and everything in between, Roger would be 
there holding his hand. 

Until then, Syd was content enough with those few moments he spent time with the bouncy baby girl, with 
her big eyes and smooth skin. He would smile at her and tickle her and laugh when she dozed off in his arms, 


her small baby powder breath warming his skin. And he would use that wonderful imagination of his; him and 
Roger cuddling together, a cute little baby just like this one in between them. Syd's very own family. 


Mind 


Author's Notes: 
Don't take these too seriously. They're mostly cute little things | imagine Syd doing~ <3 Because he's a cutie~ 


Syd Barrett knew he was sick. He had known it for quite a long time, especially in the last while of his life. He 
was not physically ill, for the most part, but something..something in his mind was not right. It was hard to 
say what exactly. 


The doctors had different names for it; big, medical names he could not understand, let alone pronounce. The 
band called him crazy, (both jokingly and seriously) and Syd was beginning to believe it was just that-slowly but 
surely he was losing his mind. Either he was legitimately insane enough, or he merely didn't care, but Mr. 


Barrett did not do anything to try and fix his supposed sickness of the mind. 
He refused to believe there was anything wrong with him. Because there simply wasn't. 
There was nothing wrong with him! 


It was the acid, that's all. He had been told countless times by the band to quit the stuff, but such a thing 
was easier said than done. The drug was making him sick, people thought, but Syd knew the truth. Something, 
something apparently no one could understand or explain, was very wrong in his mind, and substance abuse had 


nothing to do with it. 


Roger worried like a mother. Syd found it terribly endearing, despite the attention he received not necessarily 
good attention. Any extra time spent with dear Roger meant the world to Syd, even if it meant being lectured. 


Roger was not predominantly gentle with his choice of words. 


Syd heard things, he seen things that no one else could. He constantly felt as if he were watching himself from 
afar, going through the motions of everyday life. Detached. Out of body experience, almost. Initially he 
dismissed this as effects of a bad trip, but when the hallucinations took place where he was supposedly sober- 


that's when he began to question It felt to Syd that the more he fell into the depths of his own mind, the 


harder and harder the concept of his sickness became to grasp. 


Whatever it is was too deep for him to figure out at this point. However, this much Mr. Barrett knew: he was 
never going to get better. 


Nature 


Author's Notes: 
Don't take these too seriously. They're mostly cute little things | imagine Syd doing~ <3 Because he's a cutie~ 


If anything was consistent in Syd Barrett's life, it was his love for nature. While everything around him 
changed daily, the beauty of the world surrounding him did not. No matter what happened, Syd would wake up 
and the trees and the sky and the mountains and his garden with all the flowers would still be there. He spent 
all his free time outside, with no regard for the time of day or the season. As much as he liked inside and his 
own room and his comfy bed, he liked the outdoors better. There was something magical, something freeing 


about not being confined to a house but, rather, exploring the world around you. 


And there was so much to explore! There was so much to learn, to appreciate, and Syd wanted to take in as 
much as he possibly could. If there was all this beauty in his own backyard, imagine what was waiting for him 
elsewhere. The entire globe, set out before him. He couldn't wait to get to it, devour it like his favorite ice 
cream. However, this was not meant to be. Each day, Syd found it increasingly difficult to leave his room, 


never mind his house. Thus the good days, few and far in between, he made sure he had the most fun. 


Today in particular was a good day for Mr. Barrett, but not so much for his garden. Most of the flowers 
were not doing too well. And his favorite-a small, delicate flower with bright pink petals, which of course he 
could not remember the name of-was wilting terribly. As much as nature was capable of building Syd up, it 


could tear him down even harder. He frowned deeply and turned away, deciding to try something else. 


Syd found a snail crawling along the cobblestones. It was very tiny, and he soon came to realize it was a baby 
snail. Baby things were always the cutest, no matter what. It was half the size of Syd's guitar pick, and when 
he lay his hand flat out in front of it path, the snail was so small it was unable to slither over. He waited for 
a long time as it changed direction and made its way into the tall grass to where he could no longer see it. 


Butterfly net in hand, Syd lay on the grass, staring up at the blue sky so intently he hardly blinked. He found 
not much hurt his eyes anymore. It felt as if they had lost all their sensitivity to light. His free hand rested 
at his side, idly pulling at the soft blades of grass. It was a lovely day in Cambridge. He wished it could be like 
this all the time. It would make life better, he believed, so much better. If the sun were always shining, he 


would always be happy Syd thought with a smile. A lot of his mood depended on the weather. 


Eventually a butterfly did flutter above Syd's head. How long he lay there until it showed up, he was unsure. It 
could have been five minutes, or five hours. Lately his sense of time had been..off. He would find himself 
staring off into space, into nothing, for extremely long periods of time. He would be unaware it had even 
happened until after the fact. Syd was aware of what was doing, but there was nothing he could do to stop it 


from happening. 


Syd told his body to move, to catch the butterfly. He never hurt them; he merely liked to look at them. He 
couldn't even bring himself to touch one, for fear that he may unintentionally cause it harm. They were so 
small and his hands were so big. He couldn't live with himself if he accidentally hurt one. But they were just so 
pretty, he could not help getting as close as possible. 


So while not much was dependable in this life, nature was. And somehow Syd was completely alright with this. 


